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Leading A Stray 


Author's Notes: 
This piece examines the beginnings of Chris and Trevor\'s attraction (which is fairly obvious to anyone who\'s 
ever watched a YesWest performance) if not their actual coupling. 


PS: Jon is still an elf. 


It could be said he knew from that first moment. 


It could also be said he knew when they stumbled their way through a song they all (claimed they) knew and 
the boy blushed, ebony lashes fluttered even as he tried to retain his arrogant veneer. Chris knew arrogance 
well, having misplaced his own, and was sick with lust over what he could appreciate to be the same aura: it 
had a smell, like the sweat of an impassioned performance, coming off elated at applause and one's own 


greatness. 


He couldn't mesh with them, not yet. So full of himself and yet..he had the right. Just to look at him, he 
delivered on the promise. Chris had listened to the tape over and over, listening for what he thought they 
could use, and he wasn't sure of the material, but what he heard: the ability of this kid, he wanted that. And 


so his instinct was rewarded yet again when he saw him. He always knew who could be best exploited, having 


developed his talent for fawning since he and Jon had parted ways. 
Just the right amount of encouragement. 
"Well that was..." 


Trevor looked up, those enormous eyes at least half humble in their gaze. But the other half insisted / know 
what Im doing 


Chris paused, he had meant to toy a bit, but instead his eyes moved down to the worn trainers, up the jeans 
which were frayed but so tight as to distract from considerations of poverty, to the t-shirt equally tight.. 
capable hands, then back up to those eyes. He smirked, just the slightest bit, his stare penetrating the bluff of 
the other. Trevor's mouth opened slightly, nervously licking his lips and starting to smile. 


" foi rly awful." 


Alan began laughing and then they could too. But Chris hoped that the message of his eyes was in deliberate 
contrast to his quip. Gonna show me how fo play with you? 


It was different with Trevor, he told himself. He was in charge. 


Chris had always been one to appreciate the visual factor - and the others mocked him for it - but it had 
been undeniably helpful to be attractive in the grand scheme of things. To provide a visual component in 
performance which matched the aural dimension. If you were attractive you would be featured in the music 


papers, on the telly, and in the hearts and minds of those who bought the records and came to the gigs. 
There was nothing wrong with being attractive. 

He could say that now, of course, when he no longer was. 

Magic, damnable magic, had lured him and seduced him and sucked him dry. 

Fucking elf 

He dreamt of Jon, often. Dreamt of himself..dreams in which he looked in the mirror and his finely-chiseled 
haughty visage stared back with a smug grin. Chris would awake ensnared in a panic attack: its over its over 
its over, his heartbeat a triple-time signature of distress. And he missed him. No matter how they had fought, 


lied to and cheated one another, Jon was the one who fascinated him, even as there were times he deliberately 


shielded himself against the magic. And Jon would say, Sod if, Im not climbing that stone wall today. 


Chris was selfish, he was stubborn, he was cold. But he wanted someone to melt that ice even as he resisted 


the effort. Pisceans love their secrets. 


And then a beautiful boy entered the room, entered his life, and his first thought was this one is going fo be 
mine There was that same sense of a distinct thud.the sound of the other shoe dropping, the feel of a blow 
landed in just the right spot to bring him down. He could stare at that face forever, but to hear how the kid 
played? Fuck me, Im done for. 


Mr. Horn had sniped repeatedly that Chris wasn't allowed to comment on his new toy's overdubs because he 
had no objectivity whatsoever. But Trev would pout if Chris wasn't on the other side of the glass..as if he 
could only produce his best performance if he was playing to impress the other; so their producer ultimately 
surrendered to a certain pragmatism, even as he felt his own authority waning in the presence of that deep 
mutual admiration society He knew what it really was, having experienced it himself once upon a time. Maybe he 
was upset because he didn't have it any longer, no thanks to the barracuda in the chair next to him. 

Trev could whip out solos in his sleep, no doubt, but today he was decidedly unfocused, the sexual tension thick 


in the air like smoke as the two teased each other. Finally, after listening to ten different versions of the same 


solo for "Hold On," Mr. Horn leaned forward and switched off the talkback mic. 
"Are you done licking his arse?" he demanded of his client. 


Chris turned his head, his face set in that peculiar astonishment he expressed - the patrician features 
obscured by middle-aged pudge - a still-lovely arch of an eyebrow evident. 


| beg your pardon?" 


Keith whistled "I never promised you a rose garden" in response and Gary reached over and smacked his 


shoulder. 
"Stop telling him he's brilliant, its not helping!" 
"He is brill, and you know it” 


"Not today, because you're a distraction If he needs you to be here then at least be useful and just sit there 
quietly." 


"What's wrong with it, then?" 
"He keeps losing his focus, as soon as he gets to the middle eight." 


"Let me talk to him." 


Mr. Horn sighed, moving his glasses up to his forehead in order to rub his eyes. 
"But you don't think he's done anything wrong!" 

"IIl speak from your perspective -" 

"Why don't | speak from my perspective and you just let me do my fucking job!" 
| can motivate him better than you." 


Mr. Horn let his glasses drop back onto the bridge of his nose, snorting, "One can only imagine." Gary and Keith 
had to look at their shoes to keep from snickering. 


"If you think you've got any sort of future in this, Trevor, then you've got to learn how to deal with people. 
The other surrendered, rolling his eyes and extending his hand towards the live room 

"Go to it, Mr. Squire. But remember, if you will, that we can see you" 

Both his engineers suffered a coughing fit at that observation Chris put his finger on the talkback mic button 
"If any of you turn that on, Fl know" 


He went through the door where his guitar player was sitting on a stool, noodling on his beat-up Strat as he 
waited for the producer's command. 


"Wot?" Trev asked, as Chris stood next to him with his hands in his pockets. 


"That one thinks you're mucking up the middle eight," was the reply, as his mentor tilted his head towards the 


control room. 

"He can muck it up his arse," Trev muttered, pointing a glare at the glass. 

"Prove him wrong. You do go a bit too fast sometimes. Fucking nail it and make him eat his words." 
‘lm too fast?" Trev asked, his eyes wide. "Or are you too slow?" 

Chris took a step closer, lowering his voice and looking directly into those brown eyes. 

"The young gazelle may be so very fast, but the old lion is experienced, patient, and hungry" 


Trev didn't look away, even as a certain fascinated shocked credulity played across his baby face. Finally he 


managed to whisper "I'm hungry too." 
"Then by all means, kiddo, let's get this over with and go have our tea" 


The first take was perfect, and as Trev smiled broadly at his mentor their producer felt sick inside. Why does 
Fish have to make everything so divisive? And why do | keep letting him lure me in? But he had already come to 
terms with his own culpability in so many things..if this album was a hit he could finally shove the past in a 
closet and barricade it with his bright future. 


It was a easy wager that the main dining room of SARM East would be mobbed by hungry cranky musicians 
every afternoon at four-thirty. Sometimes there would be socializing as well - conversations with peers 
between bites of sandwiches and sips of tea - but normally eating was the preferred activity before one 


returned to the labours of recorded perfection. 


Mr. Horn and his underlings never seemed to leave the control room, so Chris looked forward to tea as a way 
to continue his investigation of his protégé's ambivalence. Or perhaps it wasn't ambivalence at all, merely a 
coquettery he wasn't even aware he possessed. But every time those eyes blinked and their thick lashes 
fluttered against the creamy dusky skin, Chris nearly lost patience with the game with an urge to fling the 


table and crockery aside and devour his pet. 


Chris was always careful to note what Trevor ate..and take the best for himself then solicit an exchange..or 


an offering. 


A very large ripe strawberry was teetering upon the edge of the bowl the fruit had been put into, all the 
berries were of uniform color and so it was difficult to distinguish one from another. Selecting it and a few 
others he then moved on and watched out of the corner of his eye as Trevor put no less than six upon his 
own plate, but they were smaller. When they sat down Chris noticed there wasn't much else on his plate: one 
buttered crumpet, and a sandwich. He nonchalantly moved the oversized berry to the edge of the plate where 
he knew the other would see it. Sure enough, as they ate, Trevor's eyes kept returning to the spot where the 
fruit lay scarlet against the white plate. Eventually Chris held it aloft, posed, looking at the other occupants of 


the room and when his stare returned to his companion the other was staring his hand 
"Would you like this strawberry?" he asked 

Trevor shrugged. "Hf you don't! 

"That's not what | asked you" 


His expression was one of bemused inquiry. Chris watched Trevor's eyes flutter and his Adam's apple bob, and 
steeled himself not to show his lust too obviously. 


"Yes, | would like that strawberry. You always have a knack for finding the best pieces of fruit, don't you?" 

A smile. "The best of anything, yes | do." 

He wondered when the day would come, when Trevor would blurt out what are you really talking about, but 
maybe something else might happen. A sudden surprising kiss, or a drunken lurch into his lap. He noticed that 
whenever they shared a cab Trevor never thought to put any space between them, automatically sitting down 
close enough to touch. Chris considered that Trevor might be subtly torturing him, if only because he didn't 


know how to control his own subconscious yearnings. 


“Strawberries are rather tempting, aren't they?" It was a rhetorical question, but Trevor seemed emboldened 


enough to take the bait. 
"That one certainly is..because it's so big" 


Chris pursed his lips in lieu of actual laughter, considering the object further. "They say Eve wasn't actually 
tempted with an apple." 


"It wasn't a strawberry either." 

There was a message underneath the words, Chris imagined he could actually hear it. 

And what are you tempted by, my dear Fishy? 

"No? Enlighten me, dear, if you please." 

"Rabbi Super told us - in shul - that it was probably a fig 

"Rather less romantic than an apple." 

"Reality is always less romantic than the story, isn't it?" 

A pall, like a dark gauzy veil, against the shine of this fantasy. 

"Swhy | try to avoid it whenever possible." 

No response, but the eyes looked down, and then up again. The gaze held as Trevor smiled Chris extended the 
strawberry, resting it against what was, in his opinion, a thoroughly beautiful mouth. As the other took a bite, 


instinctively with his eyes still locked to Chris' own, the tempter wondered how it tasted within the mouth of 
the tempted. 


The first time Trevor told Jon what he truly thought of Chris, the other's reaction was surprising, to say the 


least. 


"So it seems like you've all been getting on well," Jon observed, as he listened to the demos again, offering 


commentary and suggestions. 
"Oh yeah, it's been super. Chris has really become a mentor to me." 


There was a pause, and when Trevor looked up, Jon began laughing. It wasn't derisive laughter, really, more like 


| cant beleve you just said that laughter. 

"Really?" Jon replied in a breath. "Ach, that's a new one!" 

Trevor remained expressionless in diplomatic response. He knew the two had a very contentious history, but 
refused to be drawn into it. All he knew was Chris had been good to him, and Jon was here at his invitation, 
moreover had willingly come. 

‘Sorry, | don't get the joke." 


Jon wiped at his eyes. "I apologize, | expect you wouldn't. Pay me no mind" 


Jon was excited to hear the songs, so Trevor supposed it had been a good idea, but an inner whisper of 


skepticism murmured keep on your eye on that one. 


When he and Chris had dinner later on - alone - Trevor wasn't sure whether he should mention it, but he had 


been vaguely hurt and wanted assurance. 
"So how'd you get on with Nappy then?" Chris inquired as he vigourously chewed his salad. 
"Fine, | s‘pose, except -" 


"Wot?" The other looked worried, actually pausing. Normally not even conversation would keep Chris from 


enjoying his meal. 

"Well, he laughed at me." 

The other's head cocked, an almost amused frown on his pasty face. "Bout wot?" 
"I told him you'd been a mentor to me." 


Chris began laughing himself, which lead to him choking, and he took a healthy gulp of wine. "Well of course he 


did," he wheezed, and Trevor was seized with concern. 


"Are you alright?" 


"Yeah," the other sputtered, then took a few more drinks and coughed. "Shouldn't say such things to me while 
l'm eating, kiddo." 


"What's wrong with it, then? It's true.” 


"Yes, but Jon is of the opinion that I'm generally not fit to lead a horse to a trough right in front of me, much 


less this esteemed musical enterprise." 
"Then why did he agree to this?" 


Chris leaned back, putting his fist over his mouth, musing. He chuckled to himself, then his expression 
immediately changed to one of wistful sadness. 


"One thing you have to understand about Jon, he believes in destiny. Eventually he always comes around..no 
matter how terrible a row we've had - and believe me, we've had some awful spats down the years ~- in his 
heart, he thinks we're destined to be -" He waved his hand in the air in lieu of more specific articulation. "- 
something. A band, | s'pose, but beyond that. But | have disappointed him, one too many times. So therefore his 
faith is rather..misplaced, shall we say." 

"So he thinks he's a better leader, then?" 

"Oh certainly. But sometimes it is a good idea to let him lead." 

"But this is our band." 

"Oh | know. But it depends." 

"On what?" 

"On what comes of it all. On what's at stake." 

"What is at stake, then?" 


Chris waggled his eyebrows, with a mischievous grin as he buttered a roll. "Dunno just yet” 


Trevor sighed, cutting up a piece of steak with impatient motions. Fish could be so damned obtuse at times. "l 
believe | know." 


"Do you, Trev? | wonder." Still the smile, which was warmer now. He put a hand over his bandmate's. "Dear, 


you really do need to try and be more fluid, y'know." 


Trevor rolled his eyes, but laughed. "I thought you said | was too dirty for that." 


Chris started laughing again, pushing his plate away. "No kid, earthy, not dirty! But.if you're of a mind to -" 
"Shouldn't stay out so late, need to make an early day of it tomorrow." 

"Yes, Nappy will be cracking the whip, | know. So you're turning me down? | see how it is now." 

"No, no, not that -" 

"Mmm hmm." 


Trevor grabbed Chris' hand. It was a tease and yet he had so imprinted upon the other the mere hint of 
displeasure caused him to panic. "Stop it! If you insist, but don't keep me up all night, that's all | ask." 


"You ask for so little and yet give so much. That's going to get you in trouble one of these days." 


Trevor shrugged. He could not prognosticate as the other, but he was certain they were all going somewhere 


they'd never been before. 


